CONTA RINI FLEMING:

CHAPTER X.

I STROLLED away to one of my favourite haunts ; I was
calm and exhausted: my face and hands were smeared with
gore. I knelt down by the side of the stream, and drank
the most delicious draught that I had ever quaffed. I
thought that I should never have ceased. I felt invigorated,
and a plunge in the river completed my renovation.

I reclined under a branching oak, and moralised on the
past. For the first time in my life I had acted. Hitherto
I had been a creature of dreams; but within the last month
unconsciously I found myself a stirrer in existence. I per-
ceived that I had suddenly become a responsible agent.
There were many passions, many characters, many incidents.
Love, hatred, faction, vengeance,Mussaas, myself, my anta-
gonist, his followers, who were indeed a world; our soft
walks, the hollow visit, the open breach, the organised party,
the great and triumphant struggle.

And as I mused, all these beings flitted across my vision,
and all that had passed was again present, and again per-
formed, except indeed that my part in the drama was of a
more studied and perfect cast; for I was conscious of much
that had been omitted both in conversation and in conduct,
of much that might have been finely expressed and dexte-
rously achieved. And to introduce all this I indulged in
imaginary scenes. There was a long interview between
myself and Museeus, harrowing; a logomachy between
myself and the chief of the faction, pungent. I became so
excited that I could no longer restrain the outward ex-
pression of my feeling. My voice broke into impassioned
tones; I audibly uttered the scornful jest. My countenance
was in harmony with my speech; my action lent a more
powerful meaning to my words.

And suddenly there was a great change, the order of